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as if he were carrying a sack of coals on his back.
He threw out his arms and clenched his fists.
By Jove, he was comical! He had a Southern
accent, and his delivery was full of defects. He
spoke of the workers, of the [proletariat, of social
justice. It was magnificent; his voice, his gestures
gripped one's very bowels; the applause nearly
brought the house down. I said to myself cc What
he is doing, I'll do on the stage, and I'll do it better.
I, a comic actor, will play tragedy. Great tiagedy
parts, if they are to produce their true effect, ought
to be played by a comedian, but he must have a
soul."' The poor fellow actually thought that he
had imagined a new form of art. * You'll see,' he
said."

At the corner of the Boulevard Saint-Michel, a
journalist came up to Meunier, and asked him :

"Is it true that Robert de Ligny was at one
time madly m love with Fagette ?"

ajf he's m love with her, he hasn't been so
long. Only a fortnight ago he asked me, In the
theatre, * Who is that little fair-haired woman ? *
and he pointed to Fagette."

"I cannot understand," said the chronicler of
an evening paper to a chronicler of a morning
paper, " what can be the origin of our mania for
calumniating humanity, I am amazed, on the other
handj by the number of decent people I come across*